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" Thou lovely fisher-maiden, 

Come, pull thy boat to land, 
And, sitting down beside me, 

We'll fondle hand in hand. 

" Thy head lay on my bosom, 

And feel no fear of me ; 
Post thou not trust completely, 

And day by clay, the sea? 

" My heart, just like the ocean, 
Hath storm, and ebb, and flow, 

And many a pearl of beauty 
Lies in its deep below." 

And so we are stringing his pearls, while that heart 
hath longer, nor storm, nor ebb, nor flow. 

— Hira /// Rich . 



A SERIOUS CASE. 



I remember being startled by an abrupt question 
from an eccentric friend : " Did you ever notice a 
pig's eye?" No. most certainly, I never had; nor 



Animal characteristics are not often taken note ol 
in common observation*, but dogs, horses, indeed 
almost all domestic animals, possess distinct qualities, 
which are expressed as clearly in the face and figure 
of each creature, as among the highest grade of ani- 
mal — man. 

The paintings of those careful and sympathetic ob- 
servers of animal life, Rosa Bonheur and Landseer, 
have contributed much towards the recognition of 
animals, as possessing a character far beyond that 
recognized by the mere utilitarian. Who can with- 
stand a feeling of tenderness and respect for the huge 
ox over whose neck Rosa so affectionately throws 
her arm ! And one feels irresistibly drawn towards 
those wild inhabitants of the forest, tossing their 
antlers on the brink of a mountain precipice, or snif- 
fing the air on a misty morning ; and the admiration 
for his subject, which must have inspired Landseer, 
when he painted those exquisite glimpses of wild 
mountain life,. has been communicated, through the 
medium of his powerful pencil, to thousands of hearts. 



helpless, and as a general thing so patient, never 
fretting nor refusing to take its medicine, as sick little 
boys and girls often do. One of these interesting 
specimens of sick animalhood is pathetically repre- 
sented in the engraving on page 202, where an old 
woman is concentrating all her powers upon the re- 
cital of the exact symptoms of her poor cow's illness. 
With the German peasant, living in a secluded 
country cottage, the nearest village, perhaps miles 
away, his cattle are his guarded treasures. From 
them comes the principal comforts of his humble 
life, and the sickness of a favorite cow is an event 
almost equaling in importance the sickness of wife 
or child. In this case the doctor has evidently been 
brought from a distance, and having dismounted from 
his horse, has placed his hand upon the sick animal 
and is listening with great attention to a clear de- 
scription of the poor cow's condition. It is appa- 
rently a serious case, if we may judge from the med- 
itative position of the medical man, and the sympa- 
thetic and anxious looks of the boy and dogs, who 




TEMPLE OF CANOVA. 



had I ever considered that animal, except as a most 
fat and filthy grunter. But the next time I passed 
near an abode of his most lazy lordship, I conquered 
my aversion to a pig-sty, so far as to lean on the fence 
and call to its inmate, in such a manner as to cause 
him to raise his head from the mire where he was re- 
posing. I was surprised to see* the eye gleaming out 
from the surrounding fat like a glistening jewel, and 
full of acute and eager feeling. 

Every one knows the old fable of the jewel in the 
toad's head, and many a poor and unoffending toad 
has suffered decapitation and dissection at the hands 
of inquisitive country boys, who sought the jewel 
only in vain, as in the very act of search they had 
dimmed its lustre for ever. The toad's jewel is a 
precious gem which glistens only when embedded in 
the head of its original owner ; but no careful obser- 
ver, who has watched the cunning creature, crouched 
under a shelter of overhanging branches, or nestled 
among the tall grass, and seen the glitter of his bril- 
liant eyes as he laid in wait for some passing fly, can 
doubt that the toad possesses a jewel precious be- 
yond comparison. 



One cannot look upon such portrayals of animal life 
without a feeling of respect and appreciation for the 
subject, far removed from the admiration of the 
sportsman or agriculturist, who regards the power- 
ful ox, or the majestic deer, solely as a co-worker, or a 
shining mark for his deadly rifle-ball. 

How many animals there are which express in their 
countenances the characteristics of mirth, cunning, 
ferocity, and other mental qualities ; for in these days 
of psychological investigation, it is fully conceded that 
animals possess a well-defined mental nature. We 
do not need the charming and powerfully drawn pic- 
tures of Beard to tell us that bears go on a " bender," 
for a glance at a crowd of these clumsy, jolly old fel- 
lows is sufficient, and no one could doubt for an in- 
stant that the " bender " would be held whenever 
there were grapes or melons, or anything to excite it. 

The pathetic element in animal life is one so touch- 
ing, that it must take a heart of stone to turn away 
from a sick or dying animal, without doing all in one's 
power to protect it from the scorching rays of the 
sun, or pour a draught of cool water down the 
parched and fevered throat. A sick animal is so 



are gathered around to listen to the doctor's opinion, 
which, alas ! may declare to them that their cup of 
milk for breakfast is no more. The old cow is cer- 
tainly a great sufferer, as is easily seen by the pensive, 
melancholy drooping of her head ; and the handker- 
chief which her kind mistress has bound around her 
throat, leads us to suspect that the difficulty lies 
there, possibly a case, of cow-quinsy or diphtheria. 

The artist of this truthful portrayal of a phase of 
German peasant life, is Ernst Bosch, of Dusseldorf, a 
pupil of the celebrated painter, Von Schadou, and 
one of the rising painters of Germany, whose present 
gives promise of a brilliant and profitable future. 



THE TEMP RE OF CANOVA. 

The name of Canova is associated with the thought 
of exquisite beauty and grace. One of the most 
prominent among modern Italian sculptors, he has 
left behind him a large number of works, which serve 
as grand illustrations of idealized form and symme- 
try. 

Canova was was born in Passagno, in the Italian 
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THE HILLS OF NEW ENGLAND. — Paul Dixon. 



province of Treviso, in 1757. The occupation of his 
family, for generations past, had been that of cutting 
stone among the Italian hills ; and Canova, taking 
up the mallet and chisel which his father and. grand- 
father had used before him, astonished his friends, 
when he was only nine years old, by cutting beauti- 
ful forms and artistic devices on the blocks of marble 
which came under his hands. He attracted the at- 
tention of a Venetian nobleman, who placed him 
under the instruction of a well-known sculptor of the 
time, and when he reached his sixteenth year, pro- 
cured him a small pension from the Venetian gov- 
ernment, by which means he was able to travel and 
to continue his studies in Naples and Rome. 

Canova soon won for himself fame and independ- 
ence. A faithful student of nature as well as of the 
ideal beauty of the antique, his works are truthful 
revelations of the perfection of form, expressive at 
the same time of feeling and purity of conception. 

His life was singularly fortunate. Seldom is a 
sculptor so honored and so richly rewarded. To serve 
as his model was a distinction, of which the noblest 
women were proud. The head and bust of his Venus 
were modeled from the beautiful Princess Borghese, 
and for his statue of the Goddess of Harmony he 
chose the exquisite head and shoulders of the Em- 
press Marie Louise. The Dancing Girl with the Lyre, 
one of his most beautiful works, is the portrait of 
Letitia Bonaparte. 

But during all his successful and brilliant career, 
Canova never forgot the quiet village where he 
passed his childhood. He selected a hill overlooking 
the town, as the site of a temple, which he spent his 
declining years in designing. On this spot, where no 
doubt as a boy he had spent many hours, gazing over 
the broad plain of Northern Italy, watching the light 
and shade play over the wooded slopes of the " wind- 
swept Apennines," he wished to be buried. 

The Temple, which he intended for his tomb, was 
designed after the Parthenon of Athens, and almost 
the last work of his life were the bass-reliefs and an 
altar-piece for the interior. 



Canova died in Venice in 1822, and his remains 
were deposited in the beautiful temple on the hill at 
Passagno, where the soft Italian wind plays an eter- 
nal requiem in the cypress trees around the tomb of 
the noblest of Italian sculptors. 



A WOMAN'S E TERN J T V. 

vt I will love you for ever, through eternity !" 

It is ten years since these words, earnestly spoken 
and sealed with a passionate kiss, sent a thrill of rap- 
ture to my heart. Then came a happy parting, which 
was to end in a few weeks ; and I went to my lodg- 
ings with the words "for ever, through eternity" 
vibrating in my thoughts and mingling with my 
dreams through all the night. 

Ten years ago, this very night, since that parting, 
so full of happiness and sweet anticipation ; and to- 
night we have taken another farewell ; ah, so unlike 
the first ! [ had thought that love and romance were 
dead words to me ; but this meeting and farewell' have 
brought them to life again only to die anew ; and, sit- 
ting here alone in my old bachelor's quarters, 1 feel 
impelled to write out the two chapters of a love story 
which had so strange a beginning and ending. 

Ten years ago, I was present at my cousin Rosa's 
wedding. She was the daughter of a wealthy Hun- 
garian count, whose magnificent chateau was crowded 
on that occasion with aristocratic guests from near 
and far. It was an old romantic structure of im- 
mense size, and surrounded by a lovely park. Gay 
lanterns hung in the trees, and flambeaux sent a wav- 
ering illumination along the winding roads and path- 
ways. One could imagine himself gazing upon a 
scene in fairy land. Distant music from various 
parts of the grounds lent an additional charm, 
while within the grand salons hundreds of merry 
feet kept time to merry notes. Late in the evening, 
my happy cousin came running up to me exclaiming, 
"give me your arm Friedrich, and 1 will introduce 
you to a young lady with whom you would wish to 
dance all the rest of your life ! " 



My cousin Rosa was beautiful ; but the lady to 
whom she led me was the most beautiful and be- 
witching creature 1 had ever beheld. Even after 
ten years, I think so still. She was not more than 
seventeen, slight in stature and graceful as a fairy 
queen. Her golden hair, in which natural flowers 
were daintly interwoven, fell in long ringlets on her 
plump, white shoulders. Elegant bracelets of gold 
and precious stones glittered on her round white 
arms, and a rich pearl necklace was clasped about 
her throat. I think I must have drank too much 
wine that evening ; for my brain seemed on fire ; 
and when I led the beautiful girl out to dance, she 
had to reprove me, in a laughing way for my awk- 
wardness. 

" How awkward and confused you are ! Don't you 
see you have trodden on your cousin Rosa's dress 
and nearly torn it off? " 

The sight of the torn skirt brought me at once to 
my senses, and after stammering out some kind of 
apology, which my fair cousin received with a gra- 
cious smile, I again led my partner in the mazes of 
the waltz. 

" Do you know the legend of Achmet and the 
beautiful Suleika?" I asked. 

" No, I do not ; but why do you ask ? " 

"If you did, you would possess the key to my 
absent-mindedness and confusion just now." 

"Tell me the story!" she replied, with startling 
abruptness. 

"A ball-room is hardly the place for story-telling, 
but 1 will gratify your curiosity if you care to listen." 

" Do so ! " she answered in almost peremptory 
terms. 

"Well, then; the Caliph of Bagdad, once upon a 
time, had a beautiful wife, the favorite among all the 
women of his harem. Her chief beauty was her 
magnificent black hair, which fell in luxurious clus- 
ters to her very feet. Besides this, her form was as 
graceful and sylph-like ; her face and eyes as beauti- 
ful as your own." 

"Thank you for the compliment." 



